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ANALYSIS OF PART I. 



X HE Poem opens with a comparifon between the 
beauty of remote objedls in a landfcape, and thofe ideal 
fcenes of felicity which the imagination delights to con- 
template. — The influence of anticipation upon the other 
paflions is next delineated. An allufion is made to the 
well known fidion in Pagan tradition, that, when all the 
guardian deities of mankind abandoned the world, Hope 
alone was left behind. — ^The confolations of this paflion 
in (ituations of danger and diftrefs. — The feaman on his 
midnight watch. — ^The foldier marching into battle. — Al- 
lufion to the interefting adventures of Byron. 

Th^ infpiration of Hope, as it actuates the efforts of 
genius, whether in the department of fcience, or of 
tafle. — Domeflic felicity, how intimately conneded w;th 
views of future happinefs. — Pidure of a mother watch- 
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ing her infant when afleep. — Pidures of the prifoner, 
the maniac, and the wanderer. 

From the confolations of individual mifery, a tranfition 
, is made to profpedls of political improvement in the fu- 
ture ftate of fociety. — The wide field that is yet open 
for the progrefs of humanizing arts among uncivilized 
nations, — From thefe views of amelioration of fociety, 
and the extenfion of liberty and truth over defpotic and 
barbarous countries, by a melancholy contrail of ideas 
we are led to refleft upon the hard fate of a brave • 
people recently confpicuous in their ftruggles for inde- 
pendence. — Defcription of the capture of Wariaw, cf 
the lafl contcft of the oppreffors and the oppreffed, and 
the maffacre of the PoIi(h Patriots at the bridge of 
Prague.— -Apoilrophe to the felf-interefted enemies of 
human improtement. — The wrongs of Africa. — The 
barbarous policy of Europeans in India.^-^Prophecy in 
the Hindoo mythology of the expe<^ed defcent of the 
Deity, to redrefs the miferies of their race, and to take 
\ cngeance on the violators of juftice and mercy. 
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PART I. 



At fummer eve, when Hcav'n^s aerial baw 
Spans with bright arch the glittering hills below, 
Why to yon mountain turns the mufmg eye, 
Whofe funbright foaimit mingles with the iky ? 
Why do thofe cliffs of fhadowy tint appear * 
More fweet than all the landfcape fmiling near ?— 
'Tis Diftance lends enchantment to the view. 
And robes the mountain in its azure huelU 
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4 PLEASURES OF HOPE. 

Thus, with delight, we linger to furvey 
The promia'd joys of life's unmeafur'd way ; lo 

Thus, from afar, each dim-difcover'd fcene 
More pleafmg feems than ill the paft hath been ; 
And every form, that Fancy can repair 
From dark oblivion, glows divinely there. 

What potent fpirit guides the raptxir'd eye 15 

To pierce the fhades of dim futurity ? 
Can Wifdom lend, with all her heav'nly power. 
The pledge of Joy's anticipated hour ? 
Ah, no ! fhe darkly fees the fate of man — 
Her dim horizon bounded to a fpan ; 20 

Or, if (he hold an image to the view, 
'Tis Nature pidur'd too feverely true. 
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PLEASURES OF HOPE. 5 

With thee, fweet Hope ! refides the heav'nly light, 
That pours remoteft rapture on the fight : 
, Thine is the charm of life's bewilder'd way, 25 

That calls each flumb'ring paflion into play : 
Wak'd by thy touch, I fee the filter band. 
On tiptoe watching, ftart at thy command, 
Ai^d fly where'er thy mandate bids them fleer, 
To Pleafure's path, or Glory's bright career. 30 

Primeval Hope, the Aonian Mufes fay. 
When Man and Nature moum'd their firfl decay ; 
When every form of death, and every woe, 
Shot from mahgnant ftars to earth below ; 
When Murder bar'd his arm, and rampant War 35 

Yok'd the red dragons of her iron car 5 

A iij 



6 PLEASURES OF HOPE. 

When Peace and Mercy, banifh'd from the plain. 

Sprung on the viewlefs winds to Heaven again ; 

All, all forfook the friendlefs guilty mind, 

'But Hope, the charmer, linger'd ftill behind. 40 

Thus, while Elijah's burning wheels prepare. 
From Carmel's height, to fweep the fields of air. 
The prophet's mantle, ere his flight began, 
Dropp'd on the world — a facred gift to man. 

• Aufpicious Hope ! in thy fweet garden grow 45 

Wreaths for each toil, a charm for every woe : 
Won by their fweets, in Nature's languid hour, 
The way-worn pilgrim feeks thy fummer bower 5 
There, as the wild-bee murmurs on the wing. 
What peaceful dreams thy handmaid fpirits bring ! 50 
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PLEASURES or HOPE. 7 

What viewlefs forms th' JEolian organ play. 

And fweep tiic fatrow^d lines of anxious thougtt aw*By i 

Angel of life I thy glitterkg wings explore 
Earth's loiielieft bounds, and Ocean's wildeft (hore, 
Lo ! to tke wiat'ry winds the pikrt yields 55 

His bark careering o'er unfadiom'd fieids ; 
Now on Atlantic waves he rides afar, 
Wiere AndeS) giant of the weftcrn ftar, 
With meteor ftandard to the winds unfurlM, 
Looks from his throne of clouds o'er half the world. 60 

Now far he fweeps, where fcarce a fuftimer (miles, 
On Behring'd rockS) or Greenland's naked ifles ; 
Cold on his midnight watch the breezes blow, 
From waftcs that flumber in eternal fnow ; 
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8 PLEASURES OF HOPE. 

And waft, acrofs the waves tumultuous roar, 65 

The wolf's long howl from Oonalafka's ihorc. 

Poor child of danger, nurfling of the ftorm. 
Sad are the woes that wreck thy manly form ! 
Rocks, waves, and winds, the fhatter'd bark delay ; 
Thy heart is fad, thy Jiome is far away. 70 

But Hope can here her moonlight vigils keep. 
And fing to charm the fpirit of the deep : 
' Swift as yon ftreamer lights the ftarry pole, 
Her vifions warm the watchman's penfive foul : 
His native hills that rife in happier climes, 75 

The grot that heard his fong of other times, 
His cottage-home, his bark of flender fail. 
His glafly lake, and broomwood bloffom'd vale, 
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Ru{h on his thought ; he fweeps before the wind^ 
Treads the lov'd ftiore he (igh'd t(5 leave behind ; 80 

^eets at each ftep a friend's famihar face, 
And flies at laft to Helen's long embrace ; 
Wipes from her cheek the rapture-fpeaking tear. 
And clafps, with many a figh, his children dear! 
While, long negledled, but at length carefs'd, 85 

^is faithful dog falutes the fmiling gueft. 
Points to the mailer's eyes (where'er they roam) 
His willful face, and whines a welcome home. 

Friend of the brave ! in peril's darkefl hour. 
Intrepid Virtue looks to thee for power ; po 

To thee the heart its trembling homage yields, 
On ftormy floods; and camage-cover'd fields, 
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When front to front the batincr^d hofts combine, 

Halt ere they clofe, aAd form the dreadful line. 

When all is ftill on Death's devoted foil, 95 

The march-worn £[^dier mingles for the toil ; 

As rings his glittering tube, he lifts on high 

The dauntlefs brow, and fpirit-fpeaking eye, 

Hails in his heart the triumph yet to come, 

And hears thy ftormy mulic in the drum ! ico 

And fuch thy llrength-infpiring aid that bore 
The hardy Byron to his native fhore. — * 
In horrid climes, where Chiloe's tempefts fwetp 
Tumultuous murmurs o'er the troubled d^p, 
'Twas his to mourn misfortune's rudcft fhock, 105 

Scourg'd by the winHs, and cradled on the rock, 
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To wake each joykfs mom, and fearch i^ain 

The famifh'd haunts of folitary men, 

Whofe race, unyielding as their native flonn, 

Knows not a trace of Nature but the form ; no 

Yet, at thy call, the hardy tar purfued, 

Pale» but intrepid, fad, but unfubdued, 

Pierc'd the deep woods, and, hailing from afar. 

The moon's pale planet and the northern ftar ; 

Paus'd at each dreary cry, unheard before,^ 1 15 

Hyoenas in the wild, and mermaids on the fhore ; 

Till, led by thee o'er many a cHfF fublime, 

He found a warmer world, a milder clime, 

A home to reft, a fhelter to defend, 

Peace and repofe, a Briton and a friend ! - 120 
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Congenial Hope ! thy paflion-kindling ^owcr. 
How bright, how ftrong, in youth's untroubled hour 1 
On yon proud height, with genius hand in hand* 
I fee thee light, and wave thy golden wand. 

" Go, Child of Heaven ! (thy winged words proclaim) 
'Tis thine to fearch the boundlefs fields of fame ! 126 

Lo ! Newton, Prieft of Nature, fhines afar. 
Scans the wide world, and numbers ev'ry ftar ! 
Wilt thou, with him, myfterious rites apply. 
And watch the fhrine with wonder-beaming eye ? 1 30 
Yes, thou fhalt mark, with magic art profound. 
The fpeed of light, the circling march of found ; 
With Franklin grafp the Ughtning's fiery wing, 
Or yield the lyre of Hcav'n another firing. ' 
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** The Swedifh fage admires, in yonder bow'rs, * 135 
His winged infers, and his rofy flow'rs ; 
Calls from their woodland haunts the favage train 
With founding horn, and counts them on the plain-— 
So once, at Heav'n's command, the wand'rers came 
To Cden's fhade, and heard their various name* 140 

" Far from the world, in yon fcquefter'd clime. 
Slow pafs the fons of Wifdom, more fublime ; 
Calm as the fields of Heav'n, his fapient eye 
The lov'd Athenian Hfts to realms On high, 
Admiring Plato on his fpotlefs page, 145 

Stamps the bright didlates of the Father fage : 
< Shall Nature bound to Earth's diurnal fpan 
The fire of God, th' inmiortal foul of man V 
2 
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« Turn, Child^f Heav'n, thy rapture-ligliten'd eye 
To Wifdom*^ walks, the facred Nine are nigh : 150 

Hark ! from bright fpires that gild the Delphian height. 
From flreams that wander in eternal light, 
Ranged on their hill, Harmonia's daughters fwell 
The mingling tones of horn, and harp, and ihell ; 
Deep from his vaults, the Loxian murmurs flow, * 155 
And Pythia's awful organ peals below. 

« Belov*-d of Heav'n ! the fmiKng mufe (hall flied. 
Her moonlight halo on thy beauteous head ; 
Shall fwell thy heart to rapture unconfin'd. 
And breathe a holy madnefs o'er thy mind. r6o 

I fee thee roam her guardian powV beneath. 
And talk with fpirits on the midnight heath ; 
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Inquire of giiilty wand'rers whence they cause. 
And aik each hlood-ftain'd form his earthly name ; 
Then weave in rapid verfe the deeds they tell, 165 

And read the trembling world the talcs of hell. 

^ When Venus, th^on'd in clouds of rofy hue, 
Fhngs from her golden urn the vefper dew, 
And yds fond man her glimmering noon employ, 
Sacred to love and walks of tender joy ; 170 

A milder mood the goddefs fhall recall, , 
And foft as dew thy tones of mufic fall ; 
While Beauty's deeply pi£tur*d fmiles impart 
A pang more dear than pleafure to the heart — 
Warm as thy fighs ihall flow the Lefcian ftrain, 173; 

And plead in Beauty's car, nor plead in vain. 
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*< Or wilt thou Orphean hymns more facred deem 
And fteep thy fong in Mercy's mellow ilream ; 
To penfive drops the radiant eye beguile — 
For Beauty's tears are lovelier than her fmile ; — 
On Nature's throbbing anguifh pour relief, 
/ind teach impallion'd fouls the Joy of Grief ? 

** Yes ; to thy tongue (hall feraph words be giv^n, 
And pow'r on earth to plead the caufe of Heav'n ; 
The proud, the cold untroubled heart of ftone. 
That never mus'd on forrow but its own, 
Unlocks a generous ftore at thy command, 
Like Horeb's rocks beneath the prophet's hand. ^ 
The Kving lumber of his kindred earth. 
Charmed into foul, receives a fecond birth ; 
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Feels thy dread poVr anotlier heart afford, 
Whofe paflion-touch'd harmonious ftririgs accord 
True as the, circling fpheres to Nature's plan ; 
And -man, the brother, lives the friend of man ! 

•** Bright as the pillar rofe at Heav'ri^s command, 195 
When Ifrael march'd along the defert land, 
Blaz'd through the night on lonely wilds afar. 
And told the path — a never-fetting ftar : 
So, heav'nly Genius, in thy courfe diyine, 
Hope is thy ftar, her light is ever thine.** 200 

• Propitious Pow*r ! when rankling cares annoy 
The facred home of Hymenean joy ; 
When doomM to Poverty's fequefter^d deH, 
The wedded pair of; love and virtue dwell, 

B 

V 



l8 PUJASUItES Oir JfCJPB* 

Unpitied by the world, unknown to fame, 205 

Their woes, their wiflie^j and their hearts the Came — 
Oh there, prophetic Hope ! thy fmile bcftow, 
And chafe the pangs that worth fhould never know- 
There, as the parent deals his fcanty ftore 
To fricndlefs babes, and weeps to give no more ; 210 
Tell, that his manly race fhall yet affuage 
Their father's wrongs, and fhield his later age. 
What though for him no Hybla fweets difUll, 
Nor bloomy vines wave purple on the hill ; 
Tell, that when filent years have pafs'd away, 215 

That when his eye grows dim, his treffes gray, 
Thefe bufy hands a lovelier cot fhall build, 
And deck with fairer flow'rs his Uttle field. 
And call from Heav'n propitious dews to breathe 
Arcadian beauty on the barren heath ; ^ ^20 
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Thy fame, thy worth, thy filial love, at lafl, 235 

Shall foothe this aching heart for all the paft — 

With many a (mile my folitude repay. 

And chafe the world's ungenerous fcom a^Yay. 

« And fay, when fummon'd from the world and thee, 
I lay my head beneath the willow tree ; 240 

Wilt thoUf fweet mourner ! at my ftone appear. 
And foothe my parted fpirit lingering near ? 
Oh, wilt thou come, at ev'ning hour, to (hed 
The tears of Memory o'er my narrow bed ; 
With aching temples on thy hand reclin'd, 245 

Mufe on the laft farewell I leave behmd. 
Breathe a deep figh to winds that murmur low, 
And itavk on all my love, and all my woe l*\ 
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So fpeaks affedtion, ere the infant eye 
Can look regard, or brighten in reply f 250 

But when the cherub Up hath learnt to claim 
A mother's ear by that endearing name ; 
Soon as the playful innocent can prove. 
A tear of pity, or a fmile of love, ^ 

Or cons his murmuring tafk beneath her care, 255 

Or hfps with holy look his ev'ning prayer, 
Or gazing, mutely peniive, (its to hear 
The mournful ballad warbled in his ear ; 
How fondly looks admiring Hope the while, 
At every artlefs tear, and every fmile ! 260 

How glows the joyous parent to defcry 
A guilelefs bofom, true to fympathy ! 
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Where is the trflnibl^ tean, cwnfign'd to (hare 

Tnihultuous toils, 6r ibUtary care, 

Unbleft by vifionaiy thoughts that ftray 26$ 

To count the joys of Foitutte's better day ! 

Lo, nature, life, and iibejrty telume 

The dim-ey'd tenant of the duitgeon gloom, 

A long loft friend, or hapfefs child reftor'd. 

Smile at his blazing hearth and focial board ; .270 

Warm from his heart the tears of rapture flow, 

And virtue triumphs o'er rememberM woe. 
/ 

Chide not his peace, 'proud Reafon ! tior deflroy 
The fliadowy forms of uncreated joy, 
That urge the lingering tide of life, and pour ' 275 
Spontaneous ilumber on his midnight hour. 
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Hai^ ! the wild maBiac fings, to chide ^ ^le 
That wafts fo flow her lover^s diftant foil ; 
She, fad fpciftatrcfs, on the wint'ry fhore 
Watch'd the rude ftirge his (hroudlefs corfe that bore, 
Knew tlie pale form, and, (hrieking in amaze^ 28 1 

Clafp'd her cold hands, and fixM her maddening gaze : 
Poor widow'd wretch t 'twas there fhe wept in vain. 
Till memory fled her agonizing brain 5— 
But Mercy gave, to charm the fenfe of woe, 285 

Ideal peace, that Truth could ne'er beflow ; — 
Warm on ^er heart the joys of Fancy beam, 
And aimlefs Hope delights her darkeft dream. 

Oft when yon moon has climb'd the midnight ilcy, 
And the lone fea-bird wakes itB ^ildeft cry, 29© 

B iiij 
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Pil'd on the fteep, her blazing faggots bum 
To hail the bark that never can return j 
And ftill fhe wait8> but fcarce forbears to weep 
That conilant love can linger on the deep. 

Andy mark the wretch, whofe wand'rings. never knew 
The world's regard, that foothes, though half untrue, 296 
Whofe erring heart the lafh of forrow bore. 
But found not pity when it err'd no more. 
Yon friendlefs man, at whofe dejefted eye 
Th' unfeeling proud one looks — and paifes by j 300 

Condemn'd on Penury's barren path to roam, 
Scom'd by the world, and left without a home— 
Ev'n he, at evening, fhould he chance to ftray 
Down by the hamlet's hawthom-fcented way, 
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^^ere, round the cot's romantic glade, are fcen 305 

Tlie bloffom'd bean-field, and the Hoping green, 
Leans o'er its humble gate, and thinks the while — 
^h ! that for me fome home like this would fmile, 
^Ome hamlet fhade, to yield my fickly fonxif ' '[ 

■*^calth in the breeze, and fhelter in the ilorm ; 310 

-^^liere fhould my hand no fUnted boon aifign 
-t*© wretched hearts with forrows fuch as mine ;— 
^hat generous wifh can foothe unpitied care, . 
Ajid Hope half mingles with the poor man's pray'r. 

Hope ! when I mourn, with fympathifing mind, 315 
The wrongs of fate, the woes of human kind. 
Thy blifsful omens bid my fpirit fee 
The boundlefs fields of rapture yet to be j 
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I watch the wheels of Nature's ftiazy ^hui, 

And learn the future by tlie p^fl of mam ^ «20 

Come, bright Improvement ! on the car of Time, 
And rule the fj^acious world from clime to clime ; 
Thy handmaid arts fhaH every wild explore, 
Trace every wave, and cuhtire every (hore. 
On Erie's banks, where tygcrs fteal along, ^2^ 

And the dread Indian chants a difmal fong, 
Where hutoan fiends on midnight errands walk, 
And bathe in brains "the murd'rous tomahawk ; 
There (hall the flocks on thymy pafture ftray. 
And ihepherds dance at Summer's op'nmg day ; 330 

Each wand'ring genius of the lonely glen 
Shall ftart to view the glittering haunts of men ; 
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And filence watch, on woodknd heights anmnd. 
The village curfew, as it toUs profound. 

In Lyblan groves, where dasni^d rites are done, 335 
That bathe the rocks in blood, and veil the fun, 
Truth (hall arreft the murd'rous tum profane. 
Wild Obi flies '—the veil is rent in twain. 

Where barb'rous hordes on Scythian mountains roani, 
Truth, Mercy, Freedom, yet fhall find a home ; 340 

"Where'er degraded Nature bleeds and pines,' 
From Guinea's coaft to Sibir*8 dreary mines, * 
Truth fhali piervade th* unfathom'd dsrknefs there, 
And light the dreadful features of defpair. — 
Hark ! the item captive fpums his heavy load, 345 

And aiks ^e im^ back that Heaven b^ow'd ! 
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Fierce in his eye the fire of valour bums, 
And, as the flave departs, the man returns ! 

Oh ! facred Truth ! thy triumph ceas'd a while,. 
And Hope, thy filler, ceas'd with thee to fmile, 350 

When leagu'd Oppreffion pour'd to Northern w^rs 
Her whifker'd pandoors and her fierce huffars, 
Wav'd her dread ftandard to the breeze of mom, 
Peal'd her loud drum, and twang'd her tmmpet horn ; 
Tumultuous horror brooded o'er her van, 355- 

Prefaging wfath to Poland — and to man 1 ^ 

Warfaw's laft champion, from her height furvey'd. 
Wide o'er the fields, a waftc of min laid,— 
Oh ! Heav'n ! he cried, my bleeding country fave ! — 
Is there no hand on high to Ihield the brave ?— 360 
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Yet, though deftruAion fwcep thcfe lovely plains, 
Rife, fellow-men ! our country yet remains ! 
By that dread name, we wave the fword on high. 
And fwcar for her to live ! — with her to die ! 

He faid, and on the rampart-heights arrayed 365 

His trufty warriors, few, but undifmay'd ; 
Firm-pac'd and flow, a horrid front they form. 
Still as the breeze, but dreadful as the ftorm ; 
Low, murmuring founds along their banners fly. 
Revenge, or death, — the watchword and reply ; ^70 
Then pcal'd"the notes, cnnnipotent to charm. 
And the loud tociin toU'd their lafl alarm !— 

In vain, alas ! in vain, ye gsdlant few I 
From rank to rank your volley'd thunder flew :— * 
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- Oh ! bloodieft pi6kire in the book of Time, 375 

Sarmatia fell, unwept, without a crime ; 
Found npt a generous friend, a pitying foe, 
Strength in her arms, nor meicy in her woe ! 
Dropped from her nervelefs grafp the fhatter'd fpear, 
Clos'd her bright eye, and curb'd her high career; — 380 
Hope, for a feafon, bade the world farewell. 
And Freedom fhrick'd — as Kosciusiio fell ! 

The fun went down, nor ceas'd the carnage there. 
Tumultuous murder (hook the midnight air^-r- 
On Prague's proud arch the ftres of ruin glow, 385 

His blood-dy'd waters murm'ring far b«lQW ;-- 
The ftorm prevails, the rampart yields a way, 
Burfts the wild cry of horror and di&uay !-^ 
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Haik ! as the fmouldering pilea with thunder fall^ 
A thoufand fhrieks for bopekfa mercy call ! 390 

Earth fhook-^red meteors flaih'd along the ikj, 
And confcious Natiu% fhudder'd at the cry ! 

[ Oh ! Righteous Heaven ! ere Freedom found a gra? <» 

f Why llept the fword, omnipotent to fave ? 

Where was thine arm, O Vengeance ! where thy rod^ 395 

That fmote the foes of Zion and of God, 

That crufh'd proud Ammon, when his iron car 

Was yokM in wrath, and thunder'd from afar? 

Where was the ftorm that flumher'd till the hoft 

Of hlood-fbin'd Pharaoh left their trembling coaft, 400 

Then bade the deep in wfld conunotion flow. 

And heav'd an ocean on their march below? 
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Departed fpirits of the mighty dead ! 
Ye that at Marathon and Leu6lra bled ! 
Friends of the world ! reftbrc your fwords to man^ 41 
Fight in his facred caufe, and lead the van ! 
Yet for Sarmatia's tears of blood atone. 
And make her arm puifiant as your own! — 
Oh ! once again to Freedom's caufe return 
The patriot Tell — the Bruce of Ban nock burn ! 4 

Yes ! thy^protrd lords, unpitied land ! (hall fee 
That man hath yet a foul-^and dare be free 1 
A little while, along thy faddening plains. 
The ftarlefs night of defolation reigns ; 
Truth ftiall reftore the light by Nature giv*n, .41 

And, like Prometheus, bring the fire of Heav'n ! 
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Prone to the duft opprelfimi ihall be hxacVif 
Her name, her nature, wkher'd Srom the world I 

Ye that the ri&ng mom invidiofis mark* 
And hate the light — ^becaufe your deeds are dark ; 41c 
Ye that expanding truth invidious view, 
And think, or wi& the ibng of Hope untrue ; 
I Perhaps your tittle hands prefume to fpan 
\ The march of Genius, and the powers of man *, 
I Perhaps ye widch, at Pride's unhallpw'd fluine, 42 j^ 

f Her TJAims, newly flain, and thus divine :— 

" Here fhall thy triumph. Genius, ceafe, and here. 
Truth, Science, Virtue, clofe your fhort career.'* 

Tyrants ! in vain ye trace the wiaard ring j 
^Q vain ye limit Mind*« unwearied fpring ; 430 

c 
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What ! can ye lull the winged winds afleep, 

Arreft the polling woHd, or chain the deep ^ 

No : — ^the wild wave contemns your fceptcr'd hand ;— 

It roll'd not back when Canute gave command! 

Man 1 can thy doom no brighter foul allow I 435: 

Still muft thou Hve a blot on Nature*8 brow ? 
Shall War's polluted banner ne'er be furl'd ? 
Shall crimes and tyrants ceafc but with the world ? 
What ! are thy triumphs, facred Truth, belied I 
Why then hath Plato liv'd — or Sydney died ? 440 

Ye fond adorers of departed famsj 
^Vho warm at Scipio's worth, or Tully's name f 
Ye that, in fancied vifion^ can admire 
The fword of Brutus, and the Theban lyre ! 



9LIA8URE8 OF HOPS. 3S 

Wrapt in hiftoric ardottr, who adore 445 

Each ckflic kaunty and well-rcmember'd ihore^ 

Where Valour tun'd> amid her chofen throngs 

The Thracian trumpet and the Spartan fopg ; 

Or, wand'ring thence, behold the later charms 

Of England's glory, and Helvetia's arms ! 45Q 

See Roman fire in Hampden's bofom fwell. 

And fate and freedom in the fhaft of Tell I 

Say, ye fond zealots to the worth of yore. 

Hath Valour left the world— ^to live no more ? 

No more (hall Brutus bid a tyrant die, 455 

And ftemly fmile with vengeance in his eye ? 

Hampden no more, when fufFerihg Freedom calls, 

Encounter fate, and triumph as he falls ? 

Nor Tell difclofe, through peril and alarm, 

^e might that flombers m a peafant's arm ? 460 
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Yes ! in that generoas caufe for crer ftroiig> 
The patriot's virtue, and the poet's fong. 
Still, as the tide of ages roUa away» 
Shall charm the world, ttncoiifao>ii8 of decay ! 



# 



Yes ! there are hearts, prophetic Hope may tnifti 
That flumber yet in uncreated ditftt 
Ordain'd to fire th' adoring fons of earth 
With every charm of wifdom and of worth ; 
Ordain'd to light, with intelle^kttal day. 
The mazy wheels of Nature as they play. 
Or, warm with Fancy's energy, to glow. 
And rival all but Shakfpeare's name below ! 

And fay, fupemal Powers ! who deeply fcan 
He^v'n'8 dark decrees, unfethomM yet by man, 



1 
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When fhali the world call down, to cleanfc her flmne, 47^ 

That emhiyo fpirit» yet without a name,— 

That friend of Nature, whofe EYcnging hands 

Shall burft the Lybian's adamantine bands ? 

Who, ftemly marking on his native foil, 

The blood, the tears, the anguiih, and the toil, 4S6 

Shall bid each righteous heart exuk, to iet 

^eace to the flave, and vengeance on the free ! 

Yet, yet, degraded men ! th* expet^ed day 
That breaks your bitter cup, is far away ; 
Trade, wealth, and fafhion, afk you ftill to bleed, 485 
•^nd holy men give fcripture for the deed j 
Scourg'd and debas'd, no Briton iloops to fave 
^ wretch, a coward j yes, becaufe a flave ! 

c iij 
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Eternal Nature ! when thy giant hand 
Had heav'd the floods, and fix'd the trembling land^ 493 
When life fprung ilartling at thy plailic call, 
Endlefs her forms, and Man the lord of all I 
Say, was that lordly form infpir'd by thee 
To wear eternal chains, and bow the knee ? 
Was man ordain'd the (lave of man to toil, 495 

Yok'd with the brutes, and fetter'd to the foil 5 
Weigh'd in a tyrant's balance with his gold ? 
No !— Nature ilamp'd us in a heavenly mould 1 
She bade no wretcb his thanklefs labour urge. 
Nor, trembling, take the pittance and the fcourge ! 500 
No homdefs Lybian, on the itbrmy deep. 
To call upon his country's name^ and weep i 
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L.O ! once in triun^h on his boundle& plaia. 
The quivcr'd chief of Congo lov'd to reign ; 
With fires proportioned to his native iky, 505 

Strength in his arm, and lightning in his eye ^ 
Scour'd with wild feet his fun-iUumin'd zone. 
The fpear, the lion, and the woods his own i 
Or led the comhat, bold without a plan, 
An artlefs favage, but a fearkfs man ! 31^ 

The plunderer x:ame : — alas ! ho glory fknilcs 
For Congo's chief on yonder Indian ifles ; 
For ever fallen ! no fon of Nature now. 
With Freedom chartered on his manly brow^ 
Faint, bleeding, bound, he weeps the night away, 51 5 
And, when the fea-wind wafts the dewlefs day, 

iiij 
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Starts, with a burftmg heart, for ever more 
To curfe the fun that lights their guilty ftiore I 

The fhriil horn blew ; ' ® at that abrum knell 
His guardian angel took a lafk farewell ! 520 

That funeral dirge to darknefs hath refign'd 
The fiery grandeur of a generous mind ! 
Poor fetter'd man ! I hear thee whifpering low 
Unhallow'd vows to Guilt, the child of Woe ! 
Friendlefs thy heart ; and, canft thou harbour there ^2^ 
A wi(h but death-i^ir pailton but defpair f 

The wid6w'd Indian, when her lord expires^ 
Mounts the dread pile, and braves the funeral fires ! 
So falls the heart at Thraldrom's bitter figh ! 
So Virtue dies, the fpoufe of Liberty ! j^q 
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But not to Lybia's barren climes alone. 
To Chili, or the wild Siberian zone, 
Belong the wretched heart and haggard eye, 
Degraded worth, and poor misfortune's figh ! — 
Yc orient realms, where Ganges' waters run ! 535 * 

Prolific fidds ! dominions of the fun ! 
How long your tribes have trembled, and obey'd ! 
How long was Timur's iron fccptre fway'd ! * * 
Whofe marfhall'd hofts, the lions of the plain, 
From Scythia's northern mountains to the main, 540 
Rag'd o'er your plunder'd (brines and altars bare, 
With blating torch and gory fcymitar,— 
Stunn'd with the cries of death each gentle gale, 
And bath'd in blood the verdure of the vale ! 
Yet could no pangs the immortal fpirit tame, 545 

When Brama's children perifli'd for his name ; 
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The martyr fmil*d beneath avenging pow*r. 
And brav'd the tyrant in his torturing hour ! 

When Europe fought your fubjeft reahns to gain, 
And ftretch'd her giant fceptre o'er the main, 5J0 

Taught her proud barks their winding way to fhape, 
And brav'd the ftormy fpirit of the Cape ; ' * 
Children of Brama ! then was mercy nigh 
To wafh the ftain of blood's eternal dye ? 
Did Peace defcend, to triumph and to fave, 555 

When free bom Britons crofs'd the Indian wave ? 
Ah, no I — ^to more than Rome's ambition true. 
The Nurfe of Freedom ^ave it not to you ! 
She the bold route of Europe's guilt began. 
And in the march of nations, led the van ! S^ 
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Rich in the gems of India'« gaudy zone. 
And plunder pil'd from kingdoms not their own. 
Degenerate Trade ! thy minions could defpife 
The heart-bom anguifh of a thoufand cries ; 
Could lock, with impious hands, their teeming ftore, 565 
"While famifh'd nations tiied along the (hore ; ' ^ 
•Could mock the groans of fellow-men, and bear 
The turfc of kingdoms peopled with defpair ; 
Could ftamp difgrace on man's polluted name. 
And barter, with their ^old, eternal Ihame ! 573 

But, hark ! as bow'd to earth the Bramin kneels, 
From heav'nly clinies propitious thunder peal84 
Of India's £att her guardian fpirits tell, 
Prophetic murmurs breathing on the (hell. 
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And folemn fbunds, that awe the lifl'ning xnindy 575 
Roll on the azure paths of ev'iy wind. 

" Foes of mankind ! (her guardian fpiiits fay) 
Revolving ages bring the bitter day, 
When Hcav'n's unerring arm ihall fall on you, 
And blood for blood thefc Indian plains bedew ; 580 
Nine times have Drama's wheels of lightning huxi'd 
His awful prcfencc o'er the alarmed worid ; 
Nine times hath Guilt, through all his giant frame, 
Convulfive trembled as the Mighty came ; 
Nine times hath fuffering Mercy fpar'd in vain — '* 5^5 
But Heav'n (hall burft her ftarry gates again ! 
He comes ! dread Brama fliakes the funlefs flcy 
With murmuring wrath, and thunders from oh high ! 
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Heaven's fiery horfe, beneath his warrior fonn. 

Paws the light cloudsy and gallops on the ftorm I 590 

Wide waves his flickering fword, his bright arms glow 

Like fummer funS> and light the world below ! 

£arth, and her trembHng iiles in Ocean's bed 

^re (hook, and Nature rocks beneath his tread ! 

To pour redrefs on India's injur'd realm, 595 

f he opprefTor to dethrone, the proud to whelm ; 
To chafe deftru6Uon from her plundered Ihore 
^ith arts and arms that triumphed once before, 
C^he tenth Avatar comes ! at Heav'n's command 
>hall Serifwattee * * wave her hallowed wand ! 600 

\nd Camdeo bright, and Ganefa fublime, 
^hall blefs with joy their own propitious dune !— 
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Comey Hcav'nly Powers ! primeval peace reftore ! 
Love ! — Mercy ! — ^Wifdom ! — rule for ever more k^ 



END OF PART FIRST. 
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ANALYSIS OF PART II. 



Apostrophe to the power of Love. — Its intimate con- 
ne^n with generous and foeial Sedibility. — ^Allufion to 
^t beautiful pafiage in the l>eg^iimiDg of the Book of Oe* 
^ which rcprcfeita the h»pt)ineCii of Paradife itfelf ifl- 
^ompletei till Love iww fuperadded to its other bleffing*.— 
The dreams of future fdicity which a Hvely imaginatioa 
^ apt to cherifh, when Hope is animated by refined at- 
tachment. — This difpofition to combine, in one imaginary 
*cene of relidence, all that is pleafing in our eftimate of 
*^^ppinefs, compared to the fkill of the great artift, who 
P^rfonified perfect beauty, in the pi6lure of Venus, by an 
^erablage of the moft beautiful features he could find. 
^■*^A fummer and winter evening defcribed, as they may 
*^e fuppofed to arife in the mind of one who wifhes, vnth 
^^thufiafm, for the union of friendfhip and retirement. 

D 



50 ANALYSIS OF PART 11. 

Hope and Imagination infeparable agents.— Even in 
thofe contemplative moments when our imagination wan- 
ders beyond the boundaries of this world, our nunds are 
not unattended with an impreilion, that we Hiall fome day 
have a wider and diftin6l profpeA of the univerfe, inftcad 
of the partial glimpfe we now enjoy. 

The laft and moft fublime influence of Hope, is the 
concluding topic of the Pcfem. The predominance of a 
belief in a future ftate over the terrors attendant on dif- 
folution. — ^The baneful influence of that fceptical philo- 
fophy which bars us from fuch comforts. — ^AUuiion to 
the htc of a fuicide.— Epifode of Conrad and EUenore* 
— •Conclufion. 
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PART II. 



iN joyous youth, what foul hath never knowa 
Thought, feeling, taile, harmonious to its own ^ 
Who hath not paus'd, while Beauty's penfive eye 
Aik'd from his heart the homage of a figh ? 
lyho hath not own'd, with rapture-fmitten frame, 
The power of grace, the magic x)f a name? 

There be, perhaps, who barren hearts avaw^ 
Cold as the rocks on Tomeo's hoary brow ; 

pij 



fl PtEASUI.E9 OF HOFE. 

There be, whofe lovelefs wifdom never fail'd. 

In felf-adoring pride fecurely mail'd ;— lO 

But, triumph «ot» ye peaoe-enamout'd few I 

Fire, Nature, Genius, never dwelt withryou ! 

For you no fancy confecrates the fcene 

Where rapture utter'd vqw8» and wept between ; 

^Tis yours, unmov'd, to fever and to meet ; I j 

No pledge k £Kied^ and no home it fwect \ 

Who tint w«rid a& a bcari to duAncfo wcd^ 
The wavelefs eabi» the fknbcr of the dead? 
No; the wild Uife of Natttre ncedt alloy, 
And fear and fonow fra the ire of joy & . 2C 

And fay, without our hopes, without our fears. 
Without the Ibmic thatt plq^kted lore endcan. 



Pl^SASVKES OF HOTZ. f$ 

' Without the finle from ptitial bcMity vob, 
! what were mn?^^ wodld witbont a fim ! 

TiOl Hymea brought fait fcyre-ddigfited bow, 25 

^ere dwelt no joy in Edcn*8 »fy bow'f ! 

In vain the wiewkOi ierapk Ibg'ring therei 

At ftarry midnight} charta*4 i2k fiknt air | 

Xn vain the wild-bird caroN oa the fteep^ 

To hail the fuA) (low-^i^ding from the deep $ 50 

tn vain^ to foothe the fotitary (hade» 

Aerial notes in xmngling meiAare ^y'd ; 

The fummer wind that fiiook die fpaagicd tfte^ ; 

The whifpering wa«e| the smimnir of the bee f»^ 

Still flowly pafs'd the melancholy day, 35 « 

And ftiU the ftranger wift aat wiwre to ftfsjry*-^ 

»J9 
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The world was fad ! — ^the garden was a wiM ! 
And Man^the hennity figh^d— till Woman finilMl 

True, the fad power ta generou9 hearts may bring 
Delirious anguifh on his fiery wing I 
Barr'd from delight by Fate's untimely hand^ 
By wealthlefs lot, or pitilefs conmiand ; 
Or doom'd to gaze on beauties that adora 
The fmile o£ triumph,, or the frown of from ;. 
While Memory watches o'es the (ad review 4^ 

Of joys that faded like the morning dew ; 
Peace may depart — and life and nature feem 
A barren^ paths— a wildnefs, and a dream ! 

But, can the noble mind for ever brood, 
Thp willing viftim of a weary mood, 50 
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On heartlefs cares that fquander life away^ 
And cloud young Genius bright'ning into day !— * 
Shame to the coward thought that e'er betray'd 

^he noon of manhood to a myrtle (hade !*- * 

If Hope's creativjc fpirit cannot raife 55 

One trophy facred to thy futiure days, 

Scorn the dull crowd that haunt the gloomy fhrine 

Of hopelefs love to murmur and repine t 

Suty fhould a figh of milder mood exprefs- 

!rhy heart-warm withes, true to happinefs, fe 

Should Heav'n's fair harbinger deHght to pour 

Her blifsful vifions on thy penfive hour». 

No tear to blot thy memory's piAur'd pagej 

No fears but fuch as fancy can afiiiage ; 

Though thy wild heart fome haplefs hour may mils 65 

The peaceful tenor of unvaried blifs. 
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(For love purfiwt «a ever dcTioua rtc^ 

True to die wiadipg lineamciits of gf^xx) ; 

Yet ftill matf Hope ber toUfiniii onploy 

Tofnatchfrom HesveaRiiticipatedjof^ 7^ 

And all her kindred cncrgka impiut 

That bum the brigktcft in tlie pupeft heart ! 

When firft the Rbodiaii'f mimie art arri/d 
The queen of Beauty in her Cyprian (bade» 
The happy mafter Bungled on Ins piece 75 

Each look that diana'd him io the fair of Gxteee ; 
To faultlefs Nature tnie» lie ftok a grace 
From every finer form and fivcetcr £ice i 
And) as he fojouro'd on the ^geon Hkf» 
Woo'dall tlmr km, aad treafu'd ifl tbeir {kakt ; 9c 
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•w'ti the tiitoy pttre» preciottSy and refin'dy 
tal charms feem'd hear'nly when combin'd ! 
the pidure finil'd I ExpndBon pour'd 
^ling fpirb there— *aad Greece ador'd ! 

f fair handy enamovr'd Faocy ! gkant S5 

fur'd ptdures of a thooiaQd fceites ! 

cil traces on t}ie Lover's thought ^ 

ttage-homcy from towns and toil reflnote, 

jOve and Lore may claim alternate honrSy 

ace embofemM in Idaltan bowers ! po 

from bufy Life's bcwilder'd way, 

lis heart fhaH Tafte and Beauty fway I 

:he funny flope^ or w i n din g flMMK, 

rmit fleps to wander and adore ! 
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There (hall he love^ when genial morn appears^ ^:3 

Like penfive Beauty fmiling in her tears. 

To watch the brightening rofesr ol the ikjr 

And mufe on Nature with a poet's eye ! — 

And when the fun's laft fplendour lights the deep. 

The woods, and waves, and nnirm'ring winds afleep ; ico 

When fairy harps th' Hefperian planet haU, 

And the. lone cuckoo fighs along the vale,t. 

His path (hall be where ftreamy mountains fwell 

Their (hadowy grandeur o*er the narrow ddl. 

Where mouldering pile& and foreils intervene, ftC| 

Mingling with darker tints the living green ; 

No circling hills his ravifh'd eye to bound, 

Heaven, Earthy and Ocean, blading all around I 
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The moon is up— the watch-^w'r dimly bums— 
^jud down die yale his fober ftep returns ; no 

fiut paufes ofty as winding rocks convey 
'X^ ftin fweet fall of Mufic far away ; 
<^nd oft he lingers from his home a while 
"X^o watch the dying notes ! ->— and ftart, and fmile V 

Let Winter come ! let polar fpirits fwcep 1 1^5 

*X*he darkening world, and tempeft-troubled deep I 
Though boundlefs fhowa the withered heath deform. 
And the dim fun fcaree wandicrs thro^h the ftorm ; 
Yet (hall the fmile of focial love repay, 
"With mental light, the mekncholy day ! 120 

And, when its (hort and fullen noon is o'er, 
The ice-chain'd waters flumb*ring on the (horc,. 
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How bright the &ggot8 ia fait tittle hall 

Blaze on the hearth^ and warm the pidiir'd iraU ! 

How bleft he namet, in Lofe't fiuailiar tooKf 1^5 
The kind fair fnend, by Nature nark'd his own ; 
Andy in the w^vdefii minor of his mind. 
Views the fleet years of pleafure left behind, 
Since Anna's empine o'er his heart began ! 
Since firft he call'd her lik 2»e&>re the holy man ! 130 

Trim the gay taper in his mftic dome^. 
And light the wint'ry paradife of home ; 
And let the half-uncnrtain'd window hail 
Some way-worn man benighted in the rate ! 
Now, while the moaning ntght*win4 n^s hjigh, 13 j 
As fweep the fhot-ftars down the troubled fky, 
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irj hoftf in HeaVa's wide circk play, 

he in livid light the milky way^ 

n the ftonn» the meteor^ and the Ihower, 

eafing puge (hall charm the folemn bour^-* 140 

thos (hall command, with wit beguile, 

cms tear of angoifh, or a fmile-* 

ety Arion I and thy fimple tale, * 

the heart (haB triumph and prerail ! 

1 as they read the verfe too fadly tme, 145 

Jlant Albert, and his weary crew, 

^ their gimff, their foundering bark to (kre, 

I'd— and (hrieVd— and perifh'd on the ware ! 

at the dead of night, by Lcmna's fteep, 

man's cry was heard along the deep ; 150 
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There, on his funeral waters, dark and wild, 
The dying father bleft his darling child ! 
Oh ! Mercy, fhield her innocence, he cried, 
Spent on the pray'r his burfiing heart, and died ! 

Or wilj they leara how generous worth fublimes 155 
The robber Moor, ' spid pleads for all his crimes ! 
How poor Amelia kifs'd, with many a tear. 
His hand blood-ftain'd, but ever ever dear I 
Hung on the tortur'd boibm of her lord. 
And wept, and pray'd perdition from his fword t l6e 
Nor fought in vain .! at that heart-piercing cry 
The firings of nature crack'd with agony ! 
He, with delirious laugh, the dagger hurl'd, 
Aad burft the ties that bound him to the world ! 

2 
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Turn from his dying words, that finite with fteel, 165 
^^e fhuddmng thoughts, or wind them on the wheel — 
Turn to the gentler melodies that fuit 
llialia's harp, or Pan's Arcadian lute ; 
Or, down the ftream of Truth's hiftoric page, 
J'rom clime to clime defcend, from age to age 1 1 70 

Yet there, perhaps, may darker fcenes obtrude 
Than Fancy fafhions in her wildei); mood ; 
There (hall he paufe, with horrent brow, to rate 
'What millions died — ^that Caefiur might be great ! * 
Or learn die fate that bleeding thoufands bore, ^ 175 
March'd by their Charles to Dneiper's fwampy (hoK ; 
Paint in his wounds, and (hivering in thie blaft. 
The Swediih foldier fuiik---dnd groan'd his laft ! 
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F3c after file, the Honny diotvtcrf bentnnb. 

Freeze erery ftandaml«(Kcety and httfii ihi dr«m f 186 

Horfemen and horfe confeft'd the bitter fmgf 

And arms and warriort fell with huXkrvf dtng } 

Yet, ere he ftmk in Nature's kft repofe. 

Ere life's warm torrent to the fduatain irotLtf 

The dying man to Sweden tum'd his eye, 185 

Thought of hit home, and closed it widi a figk I 

Imperial Pride look'd fuQcn on his phgkt^ 

And Charles bchdd^nor flmddcr'd at tkc fight ! 

AboTe, bek>w, in Ocean, Emtli, and Sky, 
Thy fi»ry worlds, Imaginttk>n, lie, 190 

And Hope attends, compnmon of tke way. 
Thy dream by night, th j inborn of the day ! 
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In yondja- penfile orb, and «vciy fplicrc 

That gems the ftarry girdle of the year ; 

Xn thofe unmeafur'd woxids, ihe bids thee teil» 195 

Pure from their God, created miiiioiis dweUr 

^hofe names and natures, unreveal'd below, 

We yet (hall learn, and wonder as we know ; 

r'or, as Zona's Saint, a giant form, ^ 

4 irgn'd on her tow'rs, convcrling with the ftonn, 2c^ 

( When o'er each runic akar^ weed»entwin'd, 

The vefper clock tolls mournful to the wind}, 

Counts every wave-worn ifle, and mountain hoar, 

I^rom Kilda to the green leme's (hore ; 

So, when thy pure and renovated mind 205 

l7bis perifhable 6u& hath left behind, 

*rhy feraph eye fiadi coimt die ftaity train, 
X.ike diilant ides embofimiM in the main ; 
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Rapt to the fhrine where motion firft began. 
And light and life in mingling torrent ran ; ^'^ 

From whence each bright rotundity was hmlM, 
The Throne of Godr— the centre of the world ! 

Oh ! vainly wife, the moral Mnfe hath fung 
That fuafive Hope hath but a Syren tongue ! 
True J fhe may fport with life's untutored day, 215 

Nor heed the folace of its laft decay. 
The guilelefs heart her happy manfion^fpum. 
And part like Ajut — never to return ! ' 

But yet, methinks, when Wifdom (hall affuage 
The griefs and paffions of our greener age, 220 

Though dull the clofe of life, and far away 
Each flow'r that hafl'd the dawning of the day ; 
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)'cr her lovdy hopes that once were dear, 
time-taught fpirit, penfive, not Severe, 
I milder griefs her aged eye (hall fill, 225 

weep their fialfehood, though (he love them ftill ! 

xuSf with forgiving tears, and reconcil'd, 
king of Judah moum'd his rebel child ! 
ag on days, when yet the guiltlefs boy 
d on his fire, and fill'd his heart with joy ! 230 

Vbfalom ! the voice of Nature cried I 
that for thee thy father could have died ! 
>lQody was the deed, and rafhly done, 
flew, my Abfalom !— my fon !— my fon ! 

ifading Hope ! when life's laft embers bum, ijg 
1 foul to foul, and dud to duft return ! 

Bij 
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Heav'n to thy charge rdigfts the awful hour i 
Oh ! then, thy Idngdom comes ! Immoftal Power ! 
What though each fpark of earth-bom rapture fly 
The quirering lip, pale cheek, and dofing eye ! 240 
Bright to the foul thy feraph hands convey 
The morning dream of life's eternal day***- 
Then, then, the tHumph atid the trance befiti ! 
And all the Phttntt fpitit bums witldn ! 

Oh! deep-eA^hanting prelude to ticpqfe, s45 

The dawn of blifiH the twilight of our woes i 
Yet half I hear the pirdng fpirit figh. 
It is a dread and awful thing to die 1 
Myfterious worlds^ untravell'd by the fun ! 
Where Ttine't &NwB«i*rwfig tide has never ttBi> ^50 
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From your unfathpm'd fbudeef tnd vkwlcft fpbereflf , 

A warning cornea, )iflbe3rd by other ears. 

'Tis Heav'n's commwdiog trumpet^ long and loud* 

Like Sinai's tbondery pealing from the doud i 

While Nature bears, with terror-mingled truil» tgg 

The (hock that hurls her fabric to the duft ; 

And, like the trembling Hebrew, when he trod 

The roaring waves, and call'd upon his God, 

With mortal terrors clouds immortal Uifs, 

And fhrieks, and hovers o'er the dark abyfs ! 260 

,. Daughter of Faith, awake, arife, illume 
The dread unknown, the chaos of the tomb ! 
Melt, and difpd, ye fpedre-doubts, that roH 
Cimmerian darknefs oU the parting foul ! 

£ iij 
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Fly, like the.moon-ey'd herald of difmayy 265 

Chas'd on his night-fteed by the ftar of day ! 

The ftrife is o'er — ^the pangs of Nature clofe, 

And life's laft rapture triumphs o'er her woes. 

Hark ! as the fpirit eyes, with eagle gaze, 

The noon of Heav'n undazzled by the blaze, 270 

On Heav'nly winds that waft her to the fky, 

Float the fweet tones of ftar-bom melody ; 

Wild as that hallow'd anthem fent to hail 

Bethlehem's fhepherds in the lonely vale, 

When Jordan hufti'd his waves, and midnight ftill 275 

Watch'd on the holy tow'rs of Zion hill ! 

Soul of the juft ! companion of the dead ! 
Where is thy home, and whither art thou fled ? 
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Back to its heav'nly fource thy being goes, 
Swift as the comet wheels to whence he rofe ; aSo 

Doom'd on his airy path a while to buniy 
And doom'dy like thee, to travel^ and return.— 
Hark ! from the world's exploding centre driv'n. 
With founds that fhook the firmament of Heav'n, 
Careers the fiery giant, faft and far, 285 

On bick'ring wheels, and adamantine car ; 
From planet whirPd to planet more remote. 
He vifits realms beyond the reach of thought ; 
But, wheeling homeward, when his courfe is run. 
Curbs the red yok^, and mingles with the fun ! 290 

So hath the traveller of earth unfurPd 
Her trembling wings, emerging from the world ; 

E iiij 
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And o'er the path by mortal neyer trad. 
Sprung to her fource^ the bofctfn of her God I 

Oh ! lives there, Heav'n ! beneath thy dread expanfe. 
One hopekfsy dark Idolater of Chance^ 296 

Content to feed, with pleafures unrefinM, 
The lukewarm pailions of a lowly mind } 
Who, mould' ring earthward, *rcft of every tm&. 
In joylefs union wedded to the daft» 300 

Could all his parting energy difmifs, 
And call this barren world fufficient blifs?*-* 
There live, alas ! of Heav'a-dire£ted mien. 
Of cultured foul, and fapient eye ferene. 
Who hail thee, Man ! the pilgrim of a day, 305 

Spoufc of the worm, and brother of the clay ! 
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Frail as the leaf in Autumn's yellow bower, 

Duft in the wind, or dew upon the flower ! 

A frieridlefs flave, a child without a fire, 

Whofe mortal life, and momentary fire, 310 

Lights to the grave his chance-created form, 

As ocean-wrecks illuminate the ftorm ; 

And, when the gun's tremendous flafti is o'er. 

To Night and Silence fink for ever more !-— 

Are thefe the pompous tidings ye proclaim, 315 

Lights of the world, and demi-gods of Fame ? 
Is this your triumph—- this your proud applaufe. 
Children of Truth, and champions of her caufe ? 
For this hath Science fearch'd, on weary wing, 
By (hore and fca— i^each mute and living thing ? 320 
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Launched with Iberia's pilot from the fteep. 

To worlds unknown, and ifles beyond the deep ? 

Or round the cope her living chariot drir'n. 

And wheel'd in triumph through the figns of Heav'n ? 

Oh ! ftar-ey'd Science, haft thou wander'd there, 325 

To waft us home the meflage of defpair ? 

Then bind the palm, thy fage's brow to fuit. 

Of blafted leaf, and death-diflilling fruit ! 

Ah me i the laurel'd wreath that murder rears, 

Blood-nurs'd, and water'd by the widow's tears, 330 

Seems not fo foul, fo tainted, and fo di^d. 

As waves the night-fhade round the fceptic head. 

What is the bigot's torch, the tyrant's chain ? 

I fmile on death, if Heav'n-ward Hope remain ! 

But, if the warring winds of Nature's ftrife 335 

Be all the faithlefs charter of my life, 
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If Chance awakM, inexorable pow'r ! 
This frail and fev'rifti being of an hour, 
Doom'd o'er the world's precarious fcene to fweep, 
Swift as the tempeft travels' on the deep, 340 

To know Delight but by her parting fmile. 
And toil, and wifh, and weep, a little whQe ; 
Then melt, ye elements, that form'd in vain 
This troubled pulfe, and vifionary brain ! 
Fade, ye wild flowers, memorials of my doom ! 345 

And link, ye ftars, that light me to the tomb ! 
Truth, ever lovely, fince the world began. 
The foe of tyrants, and the friend of man, — 
How can thy words from balmy flumber ftart 
Repofing Virtue, pillow'd on the heart ! 350 

I Yet, if thy voice the note of thunder roll'd, 
I And that were true which Nature never told ; 
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Let Wifdom fmile not on her conquered field ; 

No rapture dawns, no treafurc is reteal'd ! 

Oh ! let her read, nor loudly, nor date, ^^g 

The doom that bars us from a better fate j 

But, fad as angels for the good man's fin» 

Weep to record, and blufh to give it in ! 

And well may Doubt, the mother of Difmay, 
Paufe at her martyr's tomb, and read the lay, 360 

Down by the wilds of yon defertcd vale, 
It darkly hints a melancholy talc ! 
There, as the homelefs madman fits alone. 
In hollow winds he hears a fpirit nu>an ! 
And there, they, fay, a wizard orgie crowds, 365 

When the moon lights her watch-tower in the clouds. 

z 
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poor, lofl Alo&zo i Fau'8 negk^ed child I 
Mild be the doom of Heav'n^-^as thou weft mild i 
For oh I thy heart in holy mould was caft, 
And all thy deeds were blamelefs, but the laft. 370 

Poor, loft Alrtttzo ! ftill I feem to hear 
The clod that ftruck thy hollow-founding bier I 
When Friendlhip pmd> in fpeechlefs lorrow drown'df 
. Thy midnight ritc^ but not on haUow'd ground 1 

X 

Ceafe, every joy> to glimmer on my mindy 37 j 

But leave — oh ! le»re the light of Hope bchhid ! 
What though my winged hours of blifi have bccn> 
Like angel-vifits, few, and far between ! 
Her mufmg mood (hall every pang appcaft, 
Andcharm«*M^h€npleafar€SiofetfaepowtrtDpkafel 3S0 
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Yes ! let each rapture, dear to Nature, flee ; 
Clofe not the light of Fortune's ftormy fea — - 
^firth, Mufic, Friendfhip, Love's propitious ijnile, 
Chafe every care, and charm a little while, 
Ecfbitic throhs the fluttering heart employ, 385 

And all her ftrings are harmoniz'd to Joy ! — 
But why fo fliort is Love's deUghted hour ? 
Why fades the dew on Beauty's fweeteft flow'r ? 
Why can no hymned charm of Mufic heal 
The fleeplefs woes impaffion'd fpirits feel ? 590 

Gan Fancy's fairy hands no veil create. 
To hide the fad realities of fate ? — 

No ! not the quaint remark, the fapient rule. 
Nor all the pride of Wifdom's woddly fchool, 
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Have pow*r to foothe, unaided and alone^ 395 

The heart that vibrates to a feeling tone ! 

When ftepdame Nature every bHfs recals^ 

Fleet as the meteor o'er the defert falls ; 

When, 'reft of all, yon widow'd fire appears 

A lonely hermit in the vale of years ; 400 

Say, can the world one joyous thought beftow 

To Friendfhip, weeping at the couch of Woe ? 

No ! but a brighter foothes the laft adieu, — 

Souls of impafiion'd moidd, (he fpeaks to you ! 

Weep not, (he fays, at Nature's tranfient pain, 405 

Congenial fpirits part to meet again !— 

What plaintive fobs thy filial fpirit drew. 
What forrow chok'd thy long and h& adieU, 
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Daughter of Conrad ! when he heard his kneily 

And bade his country and his child farewell ! 410 

Doom'd the long iflcs of Sydney Cove to fee. 

The martyr of his Cfimes, but true to thee. 

Thrice the fad father tore thee from his heart. 

And thrice returned, to blefs thee, and to part ; 

Thrice from his trembling lips he murmur'd low 415 

The plaint that own'd unutterable woe ; 

Till Faith, prevailing o'er his fuilen doom^ 

As burils the mom on night's un^thom'd gloom, 

Lur'd his dim eye to deathlefs hopes fuWime, 

Beyond the realms of NAture and of Time ! 420 

" And weep not thus, (he cried) young Blleoooe ! 
My bofom bleeds^ but foon (hall bleed no more ! 
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Short fhall this half-eztutgiiifliM fpirit born. 

And foon tliefe limbt to kindred duft retuni ! 

But noty my child, with &£e*B preouiotts fire, 435 

The immortal ties of Nttitre fhall expire ; 

Thefe fhall refift the trimnph of decty. 

When time is o'er, tiid woilds haTc pa&M twtj i 

Cold in the dull this perifh'd heart may lie. 

But that which wormM it once ftall never die ! 430 

That fpark unhuried in iu mortdl feane, 

With living light» etcmsd, nnd die feme. 

Shall beam on Joy's iatemiifiable yetrs, 

XJnveil'd by darknef«-«»unafl<ng'd by team ! 

** Yet, on the barren ftiore waA ftonny deep, 435 

Out tedious watdi » Conxtd doomM to weep ; 



82 P&VAStTRES or HOPS** 

But when I gain the home without a friendr 

And prcfs th* uneafy couch where none attend, 

This laft embrace. Hill cherifh'd in my heart. 

Shall calm the ftruggling fpirit ere it part I 440 

Thy darling form (hall feem to hover nigh^ 

And hufh the groan of life's lafl agpny !. 

♦* Farewell f when Grangers lift thy father's bier^ 
And place my namelefs ftone widiout a tear ; 
When each returning pledge hath told my child^ 445^^ 
That Conrad's tomb is on the defert pfl'd ; 
And when the dream of troubled fancy fees^ 
Its lonely rank-grafs waving in the breeze ; 
Who then will foothe liiy grief, when mine is o'er t 
Who will protect thee, helplefs EUenore ? 450 
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I fecret fcenes thf filial forrows hide, 
Scom'd by the worlds to fadious guilt allied ^ 
Ah ! no ; methinks the generous and the good 
Will woo thee from the fhades of folitude ! 
O'er fnendlefs grief compaffipn (hall awake^ 455 

And fmile on Innocence, for Mercy's fake !'* 

Infpiring thought of rapture yet to be. 
The tears of love were hopelefs, but for thee ! 
If in that frame no deathlefs fpirit dwell. 
If that faint murmur be the lafl farewell ! ^6t 

if fate unite the faithful but to part, ^ 

Why is their memory facred to the heart ? 
Why docs the Brother of my childhood feem 
Reftor'd a while iu every pleaiing dream t 

pij 
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Why do I joy tk€ tenely fpdt I© view* 4^! 

By artlefs ftJtllMi^ bkft wh«li »fe wai new? 

Eternal Hoff I wliin ydftder fph«re» ftiMttife 
P«d*d their fiift ftOlfed tO fOttttd Ihi; UiMch of TitftCi 
Thy joyous ywith bcgiift*-fc«l not te fede.— 
When all the fiftcr planets have decayed ; 4' 

When rapt in fiit Ihi fMlilli ©f «th€t gbw. 
And Heav'ft'l fO^ tk^Mdef fhcd&il the Wdfld bd«W ^ 
Thou, undifoiay'd) ftdt ^tf ihe mkl fftlil«> 
A«d light thy tdiy^h jtt Kdlte-e'fc fo»ewJ pik ! 

END OF PART SECOND- 
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^fllr I. Audi iach thy ftmigth^fpiriog idd %lmt hoft 
Tbe harij Bfrm to bit a«tm fliore. 

Bjrrdo ift hit iknpk aad imt^sdUag tmrUkfQ» jufti^ Ibi' 
4eii9iptiM IB |u 10* After idftting lbs b^bfu^y ^f ^ 
ladsaa CaciqiM to liis ciuld* b< proceedt thui s*«^< A 4%T 
4Br two ifter, wr put to fca •gaiR> a»d «r^cd ^ gripi 
bif I m^ili^ned w« had b^eo at ibe boitipsi of| wb^ 
im firft l»id«4 ws^ I9 ^ w#«F9f^. ie'Ih^ ki^d beit^ 
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was very low and fandy, and fomethbg like the mouth 
of a river which difcharged itfelf into the fea, and which 
had been taken no notice of by us before^ as it was £b (hal- 
low that the Indians were obliged to take every thing out 
of their canoes, and carry it over land. We rowed up 
the river four or five leagues, and then took into a branch 
of it that ran iiril to the eaftward and then to the north- 
ward ; here it became much narrower, and the ilream ex- 
ceffively rapid, fo that we gained but little way, though 
we wrought very hard. At night we landed upon its 
banks, and had a mod uncomfortable lodging, it being a 
perfe6i fwamp ; and we had nothing to cover us, though 
it rained exceilively. The Indians were little better off 
than we, as there was no wood here to make their wig- 
wams ; fo that all they could do was to prop up the 
bark, which they carry in the bottom of their canoesi and 
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ftekcr thcmfelves as well as they could to the leeward of it. 
Knowing the difficulties they liad to encounter here, they 
had provided themfelves with fome feal ; but we had not 
atnorfel to eat, after the heavy fatigues of the day, ex- 
cepting a fort of root we few the Indians make ufe of, 
which was very difagreeable to the tafte. We laboured 
all next day againil the flream, and fared as we had done 
the day before. The next day brought us to the -carry- 
ing place. Here was plenty of wood, but nothing to 
be got for fuftenance. We paffed this night as we liad 
frequently done, -under a tree ; but what we fuffered at 
this time is not eafy to 1>e expreffed. I had been three 
days at the oar, without any kind of nourifliment except 
the wretched root above mentioned. I had no fhirt, for 
kiiad rotted off by bits. All my clothes coniifted of a 
fliort gricko (fomething like a bear-fkin), a piece of red 

F iiij 
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doth wiuch had once been a waUtcoat^ and a 
pur of trowfera, wkhoat flioca or ftockisgs/' 



- Note 2. A Briton and a friend.] Don Patricio Geddi 
a^Scotch phyiiciaa in one of the Spanifh fettkme&ts, hof- 
pitably relieved Byron and his wretched afibciateti of 
which the Commodore fpeak» in the warmeft terms oS 
gratitude. 

Note 3. Or yield the lyre of Heav'n another ftriog* 
The feven ilrings of Apollo's harp were the fymbolical 
leprefentatioa of the feven planets. Herfdiel> by diico- 
Tcring an eighth, might be faid to add another ftriag to 
the inftniment. 

Note 4* The Swedilh fage.] Linnx«8. 
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Note 5* Deep from hi» ▼aula tii€ Loxkn munaun 

flow. 
Xioxias is a Qsme frequently given to ApoUo by Gred( 
writers : it is met with more than once in the Cheephonc 

of -^fchylus. 

Note 6. Unlocks a generous ilore at thy command) 
Like Horeb's rocks beneath the prophet'* 
hand. 
See Exodus, chap. xvii. 3, 5, 6. 

Note 7. Wild Obi fHes.] Among the negroes of the 
Weft Indies, Obi, or Obiah, is the name of a magical 
power, which is believed by them to afie£^ the objed of 
its malignity with di^al calamities. Such a belief muft 
undoubtedly liave been deduced from Uie fup^rftitioos my« 
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thology of their kinfmen on the coaft of Africa. I hare 
therefore perfonified Obi as the evil fpirit of the African, 
dthough the hiitory of the African tribes mentions the 
evil fpirits of their religious xrreed by a different appella- 
tion. 

Note 8. Sihir's dreary minea.] Mr. Bell of Anter- 
mony, in his Travels through Siberia^ informs us that the 
name of the country is univerfally pronounced Sibir by 
the Ruilians. 

Note ^. Prefaging wrath to Poland-* -and to man i 

The hiftory of the partition of Poland, of the maffiicre 

in the fuburbs of Warfaw, and on the bridge of Prague, 

t}^ triumphant entry of Suwarrow into the Poliih capi* 

tal, and the infult offered to human nature, by the blai^ 



HOTES OK PARt 1. 9I 

pihettiouB thanks offered up to Heaven, for viftorks ob- 
tained over meii fighting in the facred caufe of liberty, by 
murderers and oppreffors, are events generally known. 

Note ic. The flirill horn blew.] The negroes in the 
Weil Indies are fumnoioned to their momiqg work by a 
fiiell or a horn. 

Kote I !• How long was Timur's iron fceptre fway'd ? 

To elucidate this pafiage, I fhall fubjoin a quotation fnom 
the Preface to Letters from a Hindoo Rajah, a work x>f 
elegance and celebrity. 

** The impoitor of Mecca had efUbli(hed, as one of 
the principles of his dodbrine, the merit of extending it, 
cither by perfoafion, or the fword, to all parts of t]|e 
caith. How fteadily this injun6Uon was adhered to by 
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hk foUowerat md with whtOi fucccti H VM pwrlMi » 
well known to 9II who ax« ki th« kaft coavfiiiv)t ia htf- 
tory. 

" The fame overwhelming torrent, which had inundat- 
ed the greater part of Africa, burft it« w»y into the very 
heart of Europe, and covered mmy Jking^pn:^^ of Afif 
with xmbounded defolation, direded its b^kful oogrfe 
to the flourifhing provinces of Hindoilan. Here thefe 
fierce and hiudy advcnttireiy, who£^ oiily hnproffmiat 
had been in the iiciencc of deftruAion, who added the 
fury of fasatidCm to the ravages of war« found th^ grsat 
end of their conquefts oppofed, by objeAi which neither 
the ardour of their perfeveriag xeal, nor iavage barbari- 
ty, could fttimount. Mukitudet were facrifieed by the 
eauel hand of vehgious per&cution, and whcdc eoustdcf 
irere d^ged in Uood, in the 'vain hopCf that by the det 
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ftnidk>n <>f a pttrt, the remaindef might be ptffiukkd, or 
terrified itito the profeffion of Mahomedifm ; but fttt thefe 
fafigilhiftrjr tSart^ were ineffe^mJ $ ttid at kngtby being 
fully <ioAvhKied> that though they might extirpate, they 
could tiever hope to contert any number of the Hmdoot, 
they reKuqaifhcd the impraAicable idea, with which they 
had entered upon their career of conqueft, and contented 
themfettes with the acquirement of the civil dominioii «iid 
alifioft dniverfkl empire of Hindoftan^'* 

Letters from a Hindoo Rajah, by EKsa HamSton* 

Note ! u And bravM the ftormy fpirit of the Cape. 
Sec the defcription of die Cape of CJood Hope, trmi- 
lated from Camoen^, by MBcUe. 

Note 13^ Whic fiwrifliM natiotis died atong tiht !ho!r/ 
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The following account of Biitifh condu£i» and its coir* 
fequcnccs, in Bengal, will afford a fufficient idea of the 
facl alluded to in this paflage. After defcribing the mo- 
Bopoly of fait, betel nut, and' tobacco, the hiftorian pro- 
ceeds thus: " Money in this current came but by drops; 
it could not quench the thirft of thofe who waited in 
India to receive it. An expedient, fuch as it was, re- 
mained to quicken its pace. The natives could live with 
little fait, but could not want food. Som^of the agents 
£aw then^fclves well fituated for colledling the rice into 
ftores ; they did fo. They knew the Gkntoos would 
rather die than violate the principles of their religion by 
eating fleftu The alternative would therefore be between 
giving what they had, or dying. The inhabitants funk ; 
—they that cultivated the land, and-faw the harveft at 
the difpoial of others, planted in doubt ; fcarcity enfued. 
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Then the monopoly was eafier managed — ^ficknefs enfued« 
In fome diflridb the languid Mving left the bodies of their 
numerous dead unburied." 

Short Hiflory of the Engjifh Tranfaaions 
in the £ail Indies, page 14 j. 

Note 14. Nine times hath Brama's wheels of lightning 
hurPd 
His awful prefence o'er the proftrate worfdl 
Among the fubCme fictions of the Hindoo mythology, 
ft is one article of belief, that the Deity Brama has de- 
fended nine times upon the world in various forms, and 
that he is^^ yet to appear a tenth time, in the figure of a 
warrior upon a white horfe, to cut off all incorrigible. 
offenders* Avatar is the word ufed to exprefs his de- 
firenf. 

z 



96 NOTES ON ?AllT I. 

Note 15. And Camdeo bright^ «nd Guicfa fnbHtte. 

Camdeo is the God of Love in dK mythology of the 
Hindoos. Ganefa and Serifwattee eorvefpoitd to die Pb- 
gan deities> Janus aod Miaerta. 



NOTES ON PART n. 



Note I. The noon of manhood to a myrtle (hade ! 
Sacned to Venus is tbe mystle (had^. 

Dfyden. 

NoCe t» Thy woes, Arionl] Fakooer, in his poem, 

Ke Shipvvnecky fpeaks of hinielf hy the name of Aiion. 

See Falconer's Shipwreck, Canto III, 

Moiej. TIh! Robber Moor. i 

See Schiller's tragedy of the Robbers, Scene V. 



^8 NOTES OM PART II. 

Note 4« What millions died that Csfar might he gitaf. 
The carnage occafioned hy the wars of Julius Csfar 
has been ufually eilimated at two millions of men. 

Note 5. Or learn the fate that bleeding thoufandsboit, 
March'd by their Charles to Dneiper's fwampy 
fhore. 

In this extremity (fays the Biographer of Chsurles XII. 
©f Sweden, fpeaking of his miHtary exploits before the 
battle of Pultowa), the memorable winter of 1709, which 
was ftill more remarkable in that part of Europe than in 
France, dcftroyed numbers of his troops ; for Charles re- 
folved to l>rave the feafons as he had done his enemies, 
and ventured to make long marches during this mortal 
cold. It was in one of thefe marches that two thouiand 
men fell down dead with cold before his eyes. 



NOTES ON PART 11. 99 

Note 6. As on lona's height. 

The natives of the ifland of St. lona have an opinion, 
that on certain evenings every year, the tutelary faint, Co- 
lumba, is feen on the top of the church fpires counting 
the furrounding iflands, to fee that they have not been 
funk by the power of witchcraft. 

Note 7. And part, like Ajut, — ^nevcr to return ! 
See the hiftory of Ajut and Anningait in the Rambler. 
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SPECIMENS 



TRANSLATION FROM MEDEA. 
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SPECIMENS 



TRANSLATION FROM MEDEA. 



Medea, v. 194* p. 33* Glafg. Editr 



X ELL mcy ye bards, whofe (kill fubHme 
Firft charm'd the ear of youthful Time,* 
With numbers wrapt in heavenly fire f 
Who bade delighted Echo fw^U 



104 TRANSLATION 

The trembling tranfports of the lyre, 

The miinnur of the (helly — 

Why to the burft of Joy alone 

Accords fweet Mufic's foothing tone I 

Why can no bard, with magic ftrain. 

In flimtbera ftccp the heart of pain ? 

While varied tones obey your fweep, 

The mild, the plaintive^ and the deep. 

Bends not defpairing God t» hew 

Your golden lute, with nnrfflPd ear f 

Oh ! has your fweeteft (hell no power to bind 

The fiercer pangs that (hake the mind, 

And lull the wrath» M whdEr catm—od 

Murder bares her* gory hand? 

When Aufti'd with jqyv thcjrofy thsong 

Weave the light dance, ye £wdl theioBg f 



FROM MEDEA. 

dcafe, ye vain warblers ! ceafe to charm 
" The breaft with other raptures warm ! 
C^eafe ! till your hand with magic ftrain 
In flumbers fleep the heart of pain ! 



SPEECH OF THE CHORUS 

IK THE SAME TRAGEDY, 

Ti dijfuade Medea from her purpofe of putting her ChiU 
dren to deaths and flying for prote5fion to Athens. 



O HAGGARD quccn ! to Athens doft thou guide 
Thy glowing chariot, fteep'd in kindred gore ; 

Or feek to hide thy damned parricide 
Where Peace and Mercy dwell for ever more ? 

The land where Truth, pure, precious, and fublime, 5 
Woos the deep iilence of fequefter'd bowers. 

And warriors, matchlefs fince the firft of Time, 
Rear their bright banners o'er unconqucr'd towers 1 



I08 TtANSLATlOM 

Where jo^tis< Yondr, to Mnfie'r mellow flrabb^ 

Twines in the daoce wiUi Nymphs for ever fair, to 

While Spring eternal, on the lilied plain. 
Waves amber radiance through the fields of air ! 

The tuneful Nine (fo facred legends teH) 

Firfl wak^d their hearenlf lyre thf£e icenes among. ; 

Still in yotur ggrtenwood bowcn ihty love to dweU | 15 
Still in your vales th«y fWel the chocad foag i 

For there the tuneful, chafte, Pierian fair, 

The guardian nyanpha of green Pkmaflln, now* 

Sprung £rotk Harmonia^ wfafle her gfacefid hair 
Wav'd i» Mghe ar«bttRi> o'er her pohik'd brow i to 



IPi^OM MEDEil. fCg 

AHTISTROPHE L 
Where iffleiit idkst aixl glades of gseoi arwyt 

The n^mrm^na^ vxeaths jof ccioi Cqpbiitfft b«e« 
There, as the mufe ^th fitog, at noon of day^ 

The Queen of Beauty bowM to tafte the wave ! 

And -Ueft the {krcamf ud bneatiiM aenis die Jand, 15 
The foft fweet gale that £sbm yon fummer bovRors 4 

And there the £fter Loves^ a liniling band, 

Crowa'd mth the fragrant wreaths of xofy floweiB ! . 

<< And go, ^( (he ones) la yonder vaBeys roxre» 

With Beauty's torch the iblenin fcenes ifiume ; 30 

Wake in each eye the radiant light of Love, 

Bre«(he on each cheek young Paffion's tender bloom ! 



no TRANSLATIOX 

Entwine, with myrtle chains, your foft controul. 
To fway the hearts of Freedom's daihng kind ! 

With glowing charms enrapture Wifdom's foul, 35 

And mould to grace ethereal Virtue's mind." 

STROPHE 11. 
The land where Heaven's own hallow'd waters play. 

Where Friendfhip binds the generous and the good. 
Say, (hall it hail thee from thy frantic way, 

Unholy woman ! with thy hands embrued 49 

In thine own children's gore ? — oh 1 ere they bleed. 
Let Nature's voice thy ruthlefs heart appal ! 

Faufe at the bold, irrevocable deed — 

The mother llrikcs-^the guiltlcfs babes fhall fall ! 



V&OM MEDEA. Ill 

Think what remorfe thy maddening thoughts (hall fting. 
When dying pangs their gentle bofoms tear ; 46 

"VHiere fhalt thou fink, when lingering echoes ring 
The fcreams of horror in thy tortur'd ear ? 

1^0 ! let thy bofom melt to Pity's cry, — 

In duft we kneel — ^by facred Heaven implore— 50 
! flop thy lifted arm, ere yet they die, 

Nor dip thy horrid hands in infant gore ! 

ANTISTROPHE IT. 
Say, how (halt thou that barbarous foul afTume f 

Undamp'd by horror at the daring plan, 
Haft thou a heart to work thy children's doom ? ^^ 

Or hands to finifh what thy wrath began ? 



Wkea o'ar eadh hthe you look a laft ik^kx^ 
And g^z< on J«aoceae« tbat fiHoiles «iflce|v 

Shall ne Ibnd fiscltng bcat^ 4q Nalure true* 

Chann thee to peaiWe thoi^ht — aad 1»d ^€ weep ? 60 

When the young fuppliants cWp their Psirent dear* 
Heave the deep {eh* and pour the arde& prayer*^-^ 

Aye ! thou (halt nek ^-aad many a heart-fhed tear 
Gu(h o'er t|ie hfu^den'd features of die(pair i 

Nature ihall thrGb in ev*ry tender ftring,! — 65 

Thy tmaldiag heart the niffian's taflc deny ;-.^ 

Thy horror^oitten hands afar ihaU fling 
The Uadc; uAcbreBch'd in blood's eternal dye t 



WWiOU umDEA* II j 

CHORUS. 
^^owM Earth ! with kidignatiDn 

Mark) oh, mark the murderous deed t 70 

I^diant eye of wide Creation 

Watch the damned parricide i 

Yet, ere Colchia's rugged daughter 

Perpetrate the dire de%n| 
And confign to kindred (hmgliler fj 

Children of thy golden line ! 

Shall the hand, with mnrddr gcnrfr 

Caufe immortal htood to itow ?* 
Sun of Heaven 1 — array'd ia ghgyl 

Rife,«.forbidy'-»avert the blow ! 9o 



114 TRAMSLATION 

In the vales of placid gladnefs 

Let no rueful maniac range ; 
Qiafe afar the fiend of Madnefs^ 

Wreft the dagger from Revenge ! 

Say, haft thou, vnth kind prote6^ion, ^5 

Reared thy fmiling race in vain ; 
Foft'ring Nature's fond afFe£lion, 
- ^Tender cares, and pleafing pain ? 

Haft thou, on the troubled ocean, 

Brav*d the tempeft loud smd ftrong, ^ 

Where the waves, in wild commotion. 

Roar Cyanean rocks among I 



Didft thou roam the paths of dangex^ 

Hymenean joys to prove ? 
Spare, O fanguinary ftranger, ^5 

Pledges of thy facred love i 

^'^all not Heaven, with indignation^ 

Watch thee o*er the barb'rous deed-? 
Shalt thou cleanfe, with expiation, 

Monftrousi ftmid^rousi parricide ? i oc 



LOVE AND MADNESS ; 



AN ELEGV. 



WUITTEM IN I79J. 



n UJ 



LOVE AND MADNESS > 

AN ELE&7. 

WRITTEN IN 1795. 



Jtl AR K ! from tht battlements of yonder iJdwcr * 
The folemn bell haa tolled the midnight hour I 
Rous'd from drear vifions of diftemper'd fleep. 
Poor B k wakes — in folitude to weep ! 

« Ceafe> Mem'ry, ceafe (the fiiendlefs jnoiAnef cryM)^ 
To probe the boibm too feverely tried ! 6 

Oh ! ever ceafe,. my penfivc thoughts, tx> ftray 
Through the bright fields of Fortmie's better day ; 

♦ Warwick Caftlc. 

Hiiij 



120 LOVE AND madness; 

When youthful Hope> the mufic of the mindy 

Tun'd all its cbarmsy and E ■ ■■ - n was kind i to 

" Yet, can I ceafe, while glows this trembling frame. 
In fighs to fpeak thy melancholy name f 
I hear thy fpirit wail in every ftorm ! 
In midnight ^adcs I view thy paffing ^&>rm ! 
Pale as in that fkd hoar, when doom'd to feel» l5 

Deep in thy perjur'd heart the bloody fted I 

" Demons of Vengeance ! ye at whofe command 
I gifafpM the fword with more than woman's luiiid« 
Say ye, did Pity'i tremUing voice controul. 
Or horror damp the purpoiie of my foul? 20 

No ! my wild heart ht fmiling o'er the plan» 
Till Hate fulfill'd what baffled Love began ! 



AH EXIGY. 121 

*«< Tes ; . kt the clay^old breaft^ that atwtr knew 
One tender pang to genero«8 NaturctruCr 
Half-mingling pity with the gafl of fcom, 25 

Condemn this heart that bled in loTe foriom ! 

** And ye, proud fair» whofe fouls no gladnefa wmros. 
Save Rapture's homage to your confcious charms ! 
Deliglued id<^ of a gaudy train ! 
Ill can your blunts feeUngs gue(s the patriy 30 

When the fond £uthfiil heart, infpir'd to prove 
Frieikdfhip refin'd, the cahn delight ftf loTe» 
Feels all its tender ftrings with anguifli torn, 
And bleeds at perjured Pride's inhuman fcom ! 

<< Say, then, did pitying Heav'n condenm the deed, 35 
When Vengeance bade thee, faithlefs lover ! bleed ? 
2 



T22 LOVE AlTD MADNESS ; 

Long kad I watch'd thy dark fovebodang brow^ . "" 

What time thy. bofom fcom'd its dearefl vow ! 

Sftdy though I wept the firiend, the lover changed, ' 

Still thy cold look was fcomfiil and eftrarig'd^ ifb 

Till from thy pity, love, and fhelter thrown, 

I wafider^d, hopelefs, friendlefs, and alone i 

•* Oh ! righteous Heav*n ! 'twas then my tortur'd fod 
Iftrft gave to wrath unlimited controul ! 
Adieu thefilent look ! the ftreaming eye ! 45 

The murmur'd plaint ! the deep heart-heaving figh ! 
Long flumb'ring Vengeance wakes to better deeds ; 
He fhrieks, he falls, the perjur'd Lover bleeds !: 
Now the laft laugh of agony is o'er. 
And pale in blood he ileeps, to wake no more ! 50 



AS ELEGY. 123 

" 'Tis done I the flame of hate no longer bunt.; 
Nature relento; but, ah I too late returns I 
Why does my foul this gufh of fondnefs feel ? 
Trembling and faint, I drop the guilty ftecl ! 
Cold on my heart the hand of terror lies, 1 ^g 

And (hades dF horror clofe my languid eyes I— \ 

** Oh 1 ^twas a deed of Murder's deeped grain i 
Could B k's foul fo true to wrath remain ? 

A friend long true, a once fond lover fell !— 
Where Love vras fofter'd, could not Pity dwell ? do 

** Unhappy youth ! while yon pale crefcent glows, 
To watch on filent Nature's deep repofe. 
Thy fleeplefs fpirit, breathing from the tomb. 
Foretells my fate, and fununons me to come ! 



124 LOVE AND MAOKE&S. 

Once more I kt thy (faeetcd fpedre ftandf 
Roll the dim eyct and wave the paly hand ! 

<< Soon may this fluttering fpark of vital flame 
Forfake its languid melancholy frame 1 
Soon may tkeic eyes their trembling luilre clofet 
Welcome the dreamlefs night of long repofe ! 
Soon may this woe-worn fpirit feek the bourne 
Where, lidPd to fhiaiber^ Grief forgets to mourn 1'* 



SONGS. 



tHE WOUNDED HUSSAR. 



Alone to the bai^LS of the dark-rolling Danube 
Fair Adelaide hied when the battle was o'er : 

whither, (he cried, haft thou wander'd, my loTcr ; 
Or here doft thou welter, and bleed on the fhore i 

What voice did I hear ? 'twas my Henry that fighM ! 5 
Ail moumfol fhe hafien'd, nor Wander'd fhe hae. 

When bleeding, and low, on the heath fhe defcriedf 
3y the light of the mocm^ her poor wounded Hixflkrl 



128 THE WOUND£D HUSSAR. 

From his Bofom that heav'd, the bA torrent was ftreaimngv 
And pale was his vifage, deep marked with a fear ; ro 

And dim was that eye, once expreffirely beaming. 
That melted in love, and that kindled in war ! 

f 
How fmk wa» poor Adelaide's heart at the fight ! 

How bitter flic wept o^cr the vi^m of war ! 

Hail tfaocr co^ne, my fond Lo^, this b& ibrrowfiil nightr 

tTo cheer the looe heart of your wounded Huffiur ? i6 

Thou fliak live, ihc rcpHed,. Heav'n'» mercy rdiering 
Each anguiflung^ wound, fhall £Abid me to mourn ! 

Ah, na> the laft pang in itiy bofom it heaTing ! 
Ifo Kght of the mom jhatl to^ Beoty return ! zo 



THE WOUNDED HUSSAR. I29 

Thou charmer of life, ever tender and true ! 

Ye babes of my love that await me afar !•— 
His faultering tongue fcarce could munAur adieu, 

Wheii he funk in her arms— the poor wounded HuiFar ! 



GILDEROY, 



X HE laily the fatal hour is comcy. 

That bears my lore from me ; 
I hear the dead note of the drum, 
I mark the gallows tree ! 

' The bell has toll'd ; it (hakes my heart ;. 5 

The trumpet fpeaks thy name ; 
And muft my Gilderoy depart 
To bear a death of (hame ? 

No bofom trembles for thy doom ; 
No mourner wipes a tear ; 10 



132 GILDEROY. 

The glows' foot is all thy tomb. 
The fledge is all thy bier ! 

Oh, Gilderoy ! bethought we then 

So foon, fo fady to part. 
When firft in Roflin's lovely glen 15 

You triumph'd o'er my heart ! 

Your locks they glitter'd to the fheen, 

Your hunter garb was trim ; 
And graceful was the ribbon green 

That bound your manly limb ! 10 

Ah ! little thought I to deplore 
Thefe limbs in fetters bound ; 



G1LDEK.0Y. 133 

Or hear, upon thy fcaffold floor, 
The midnight hammer found. 

Yc cruel, cruel, that combin'd 25 

The guiltlefs to purfue ; 
My Gildcroy was ever kind. 

He could not injure you ! 

A long adieu ! but where fhall By 

Thy widow all forlorn, 30 

When every mean and cruel eye 

Regards my woe with fcom ? 

Yes ! they will mock thy widow's tears, 
And hate thine orphan boy 



134 OlLDEK.Or. 

Alas ! his infant beauty wears 55, 

The fonn of Gildcroy I 

Then will I feek the dreary moond^ 

That wraps thy motddering clay ; 
And weep and linger on the ground. 

And figh my heart away. . 4P 



THE HARPER. 



On t^ green huiki of Shannon, when Sheelah was nigh^ 

No blithe Irifh lad was fo happy as I ; 

No harp like my own could fo cheerily play. 

And wherever I went was my poor dog Tray. 

When at laft I was forcM from my Sheelah to part, 5 
She faid (while the forrow was big at her heart), 
Oh ! remember your Sheelah when far hr away ; 
And be kind, my dear Pat, to our poor dog Tray. 

Poor dog ! he was faithful and kind, to be fure» ' 
And he conftantly lov'd me, although I was poor ; 10 
When the four-looking folks fent me heartlefs away, 
1 had always a friend in my poor dog Tray. 



136 The harper. 

When the road was fo dark> and the night was fo cold^ 
And Pat and his dog were grown weary and old, 
How fnugly we flept in my old coat of grey, 15 

And he liek'd me for kindnefs— -my poor dog Tray. 

Though my waBet was fcant, I remen^bcr*d his cafe. 
Nor refused my laft croft to his pitiliil face ; 
But he died at my feet on a cold winter day, 
And I play'd a fad lament for my poor dog Tray. ao 

Where now fhall I go, poor, ibrfsJ^en, and blind ? 
Can I find one to gttide me, fo faithful and Jdnd f 
To my fweet native village, fo far far away, 
I can never more return with my poor dog Tray. 

THEENP. 
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